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Hoe Hiftory of 

Hot. Come iGi/r, thou art perfect in lying downe, 
Come,quicke, quicke,thatl may lay my head in thy lap.- 
Z<i.Go,yee giddy goofe. 

The Maftckeflajes. 

Hot , Now I perceive the Divell underftands Weljb. 

And ’tis no marvell he is fo humorous, 

Birlady he is a good mufician. 

La. Then would you be nothing but muficall, 

For you are altogether by humours : 

Lie ltill,ye thiefe, and heare the Lady fing in JVeljh. 

Hot. I had rather heare, Lady, my breech howlc in trifle 
Z^.Would’ft have thy head broken ? 

Hot. No. 

Z^.Then be ftill. 

Hot. Neither, ’tis a womans fault. 

Z^.Now God helpe thee. 

Hot. To the Weljb Ladies bed. 

La. What’s that? 

H at. Peace, lhee fings. 

H eere the Lady fings a Wejh Song. 

Hot. C ome, i’lehave your Song too. 

La. Not mine in good Tooth. 

Hct.Not yours in good Tooth ? Hart, you Tweare like a com- 
fitmakers wife, not you in good footh,& as true as I live, and as 
God inall mend me, and as lure as day .* 

And giveft Tuch Tarcenet Turety for thy othes, 

As if thou never walk’d further then Finsbury. 

S weare mcfiKate,\\kc a Lady as thou art, 

A good mouth-filling oath, and leave in Tooth, 

And Tuch proteft of pepper ginger-bread, 

To velvet gards,and Sunday Cittizens. 

Come, fing. 

La. I will not fing. 

H#, Tis the next way to tume tayfor„or be red-breft teacher: 
and the indentures be drawne,i’le away within thele 2 . hours, 
and To come in when you will. Exit, 

Glen . Come, come; Lord Mortimer yore, are flow. 

As Hot Lord Percy is on fire to goc. 
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Henry the Fourth. 

By this our Booke is drawne,wee’ le but Teale, 

And then to horTe immediately. 

AAr.With all my heart. Exeunt. 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales s and others. 

Kin 7. Lords,givc us leave, thd Trincc of Wales , and I, 

Muft hav e fome private conference , but be neere at hand. 

For we fhall prefently have need of you. E xenr.t Lords . 

I know not whether God will have it fo, 

Fcrfome difpleafing Tervice I have done, 

That in his fecrct doome, out of my blood , 

Heeie breed revengement and a {courge forme : 

But thou doft in the paflages of life, 

Make me beleeve , that thou art onely mark’t 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of Heaven, 

Topunifh my mif-treadings. Tell me elfe. 

Could Tuch inordinate and low defires. 

Such poore, Tuch bare, Tuch lewd, firch raeane attempts, 

Such barren pleafures/ude Tociety, 

As thou art matcht withall, and grafted to. 

Accompany the greatneffe of thy blood. 

And hold their levell with thy Princely heart ? 

Prin . So pleafe your Majefty, I would i could 
Quite all offences with as cleare excufe. 

As well as I am doubtleflel can purge 
My felfe of many I am charg’d withall : 

Yet fuch extenuation let me beg, 

As in reproofe of many tales devifde, 

Which oft the eare of Greatneffe needs muff heare. 

By fmiling pick-thankes, and bafe newes-mongers a 
I may for fome things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wandred , and irregular, 

Finde pardon on my true fubmifiion. 

King.G od pardon thee, yet let me wondc?, Harry, 

At thy affections, which doe hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy anceftors : 

Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft, 

Which by thy yonger Brother is fupplide. 

And art almoft an alien to the hearts 
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